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B AVCIS and PHILEMON: 


Re ne 
a 


PO ‘EM 


On the Ever- lamented Lofs of the 
Iwo YEW-TREES, 


| In the Parith of Chilthorne , near the 
County - Town of Somerfet. 
| 











Together with 
‘Mrs. Harris's Earneft Petition - 
_ And an Admirable RECIPE. 





By the Author of The Tale of a Tub. 








AS ALSO 
bAd ODE upon Solitude : 1 
| By the Earl of Rofcommon. 4 


EE nt eer ee eee 





a 
cn 


LONDON: 
Printed, and Sold by A. Hills; in Black-Fryars, near 
the Water-fide, 1710, 
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The Mctamorphofis of Baucis and Philemon, 
Burlefqud ; from the 8th Book of Ovid. 


N Ancient Times, as Story tells , 
| | The Saints would often leave their Cells, 
And ftrole about, but hide their Quality, 
To try good Peoples Hofpitality. 
It happen’d on a Winter-Night, 
| As Authors of the Legend write, 
Two Brother Hermits, Saints by Trade, 
) faking their Tour in. Mafquerade, 
Difeuisd in Habits, poor and rent, 
To a fmall Village in Somerfet went ; 
® Where in the Strolers Canting Strain, 
They bege’d from Door to Door in yain ; 
| Ityd ev’ry Tone might Pity win, 
* But not a Soul wou’d let them in. 
Our wand’ring Saints in woful State, 
Treated at this ungodly Rate. 
Having through all the Village paft, 
' To a {mall Cottage came at laft, 
Where dwelt a good honeft Yeoman, 
| Call’d in the Neighbourhood Pbilemon, \ 
| Who kindly did the Saints invite re 
In his poor Hut to pafs the Night ;_ \i 
And then the Hofpital Sire, | Wi 
\ Bid Goody Baucis mend the Fire ; 
)Whilft he from our the Chimney took 
PA Flitch of Bacon off the Hook, 
}And freely from the fatteft Side 
)Cut out largeSlices to be fry’d : 
| Then ftept afide to fetch them Drink, 
| Pilrd a large Jug up to este cals 
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And faw it fairly twice go round ; 
Yer (what is wonderful). they found, 
Twas ftill replenifh’'d tothe Top, —— 
As if they ne’er had touch’d a Drop. 
The good old Couple were amaz'd , 
And often on each other gaz’d: 

For both were frighted to the Heart, 
And juft began to cry, What art! 
Then foftly turn’d afide to view, 
Whether the Lights were burning blue , 
The gentle Saints were foon aware on't, 


Told them their Calling, and their Errand: 


Good Folks, you need not be afraid, 
We are but Saints, the Hermits faid, 
No Hurt fhall come to you or yours’; 
But for that pack of Churlifh Boors, 
Nor fit to live on Chriftian Ground; 
They, and their Houfes, fhall be drown’d: 
Whilft you fhall fee your Cottage rife, 
And grow a Church before your Eyes. 


They {carce had fpoke, when fair and foft, 


The Roof began to mount aloft : 
Aloft rofe ev’ry Beam, and Rafter, 
The heavy Wall climb’d flowly after. 
The Chimney widen’d, and grew higher, 
Became a Steeple with a Spire ; 

The Kettle to the Top was hoitt, 

And there ftood faftned to a Joilt ; 

But with the upfide down, to fhew 

Its inclination for below. 

In vain: For a Saperiour Force 
Apply’d at bottom. ftops its Courfe, 
Doom’d ever in fufpenfe to dwell 5 

Tis now no Kettle, but a Bell. 

A Wooden Jack, which had almoft, 
Loft by difufe the Art to Roaft, 

A fudden Alteration feels, 
Increas'd by new inzeftine Wheels. 
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Put what exalts the Wonder mote, + 
« The Number made the Motion flower : 
The Eyer, though’t had leaden Feet, 
Turr’d round fo quick,you fcarce cow’d fee if; 
’ But flacken’d by fome fecret Power, 
’ Now hardly moves an Inch an Hout. 
_ The Jack and Chimney near ally’d, 
| Had never left each others fide ; 
| The Chimney to a Steeple grown, 
| The Jack would not be left alone, 
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But up againtt the Steeple rear'd , 
Became a Clock, and {till adher’d : 
And ftill ics Love to Houfhold Cares, 
By a fhrill Voice at Noon declares ; 
Warning the Cook-maid not to burn 
That Roaft-meat which it cannot turn. 
The Groaning Chair began to crawl, 
Like an huge Snail, along the Wall; 

| Then ftuck aloft in publick view, 

| And with {mall Change a Pulpic grew. 

- The Porringers that in a Row, 

Hung high, and made a glitr’ring fhow, 

To a lefs noble Subftance chang’d, 

Were now but Leathern’ Buckets rang’d. 

The Ballads pafted on the Wall, 

Of Foan of France, and Englifh Moll ; 

Fair Rofamond, and Robin-Hood, 

The Little Children in the Wood, 





Now feem’d to look abundance better, Wa 
Improv’d in Picture, Size, and Letter, va 
And high in Order plac’d, defcribe N | 
The Heraldry of ev’ry Tribe. \V 
A Bedftead of the Antique Mode, VA 


Compact of Timber, (many a Load ) 
Such as our Anceftors did ufe, 

‘as Metamorphos’d into Pews ;} 
Which ftill their ancient Nature keep, 
By lodging Folks difpos‘d to fleep. 
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The Cottage by fuch feats as thefe, \ 
Grown to a Church by juft degrees : \ 
The Hermits then defir’d their Hoft, : 
To ask for what he fancy’d moft. 

Philemon having paus’d a while, 

Return’d them Thanks in homely Stile : 
Then faid ,; My Houfe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks 1 {till wou’d call it mine: 

Pm Old, and fain wowd live at Eafe; 

Make me the Parfon, if you pleafe : 

He fpake, and prefently he feels 

His Grazier’s Coat fall down his Heels: 

He fees, yet hardly:can believe, 

About each Atm a Pudding-Sleeve. 

His Waftecoat toa Caflock grew, 

And both affum’d:a Sable Hue ; 

But being Old, continu’d juft 

As Thread-bare, :and ‘as full-ef Duft. 

His Talk was now of Tythes, and Dues, : 
Could fmoak his’Pipe, and read the News; js. 
Knew how to Preach eld Sermons next, | 
Vampt in the Prefacesand the Text. 

At Chriftnings well could get his part, 

And had the Serviceall by Heart; 

Wifvd Women might have Children faft, 

And thought whofe Sow had Farrow’d laft. 
Againft Diffenters would repine, 

And ftood up firm for Right Divine. 

Found his Head fill'd with many a Syftem, 

But Claffick Authors he ne’er mifs’d them. 
They having furbifh’d up a Parfon, 

Dame Bauces next they play’d the Farce on ; 
Inftead of Home-fpun Quoifs, were feen 

Good Pinners, edg’d with Colberteen. 

Her Petticoats transforni’'d apace, 

Became Black Satin floune’d with Lace. , 
Plain Goody would no longer down, 

"Twas Madam in her Grogram Gown, 


We ar ae 
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Philemon was in great SUrprize, ey | ur 
And hardly could believe his Eyes} © ~~""are-x0ul 
Amaz’d to fee her look fo Prim, | 
And fhe admir’d:as much at him: 
Thus happy in their Change of Life, 
Were feveral Years this Man and Wite : 
When on a; Day, which prov’d their laft, 
Difcourfing on Old Storys paft, 
They went by chance amidft their Talk, 
To the Church-yard to take a Walk : 
When, Bauscw haftily cry’d out, 
My Dear, I fee your Forehead fprout. 
Sprout, quoth the. Man, what’s this you tell us: 
hope you don’t believe me Jealous: 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true,. 
And truly yours is budding too. 
Nay, now I cannot ftir my Foot, 
It feels as if *twere taking Root. 
Defcription would but tire my Mufe ; 
In fhortithey both were turn’d to, Yews. 
Hon * old Goodman Haine of Hill, 
Says, methinks I fhou’d, fee em {till : ; 
He'll talk of them from Noon till Night, p 
And -goes,with.Folks to fhew the fight : 
Pn Sundays, after Ev’ning-Prayer, 
‘He gathers. all the Parith there.: 





PS 
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» Points out the Place of either Yew; of. 
»Here Baucus, there Philemon grew. 
) Lill once a Parfon of our Town, ‘ol. 


) fo mend his.Barn cut Baues, down: 
At which ’tis hard to be believ’d, \ 

How «much the other Tree was griev’d ; N | 
Grew Surly, Died, at Top was Stunted , toad ot NW 
So the fame Parfon Stubb’d, and burnt it. Wi 
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‘ony & hery Excelencies, &c. 


The Humble Petition of Frances Farris, i 
Who mutt flarve,and die a Maid, if it mifcarries, / 


Humbly fheweth, 


a en I went to warm my felfin Lady Betty’s Cham : 
ber, becaufe £ was Cold, 
And I had in a Purfe, Seven Poundsand Four | 
( befides Farthings) in Money, atid Gold : i 
A A ] had been buying things for my Lady la 
1 j 
I was aes ‘d to tell my Money, to fee if ic was right. | 
Now you mutt know, becaufe my Trunk has-a very, 
bad Lock ; 
Therefore 4ll the Money I have, which, God knows, 
isa very {mall Stock , q 
I keep inga. Pocket ty’d ‘about my middle, next my }} 
Smock. 
« $o when I put up my Purfe, as God would have it, my, 
1. Smock was unripe ; i 
Wied inftead of putting it into my Pocket , down it} 
4 flip. 
AThen the Bell rung, and I went down Stairs to put my} 
Lady to Bed ; | 
FW hen, God knows, I thought my Money as fafe asi 
my Maidenhead. ; 
Dal oo I came up again , I found my Pocket very| 
& light 
Pale when L fearch’d and mifsd-my Purfe, Lord! 1 
thought I fhould have funk outright: | 
Lord! Aladam, fays Mary, how d’ye do? Indeed, fays| 
- Wa, Never wore : ! 
] Bait pay. Mary, can you tell what I have done with mvj 
=T Port tle L, ord 
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Wy y 
ey help me,faid Mary,| ah at {titra ouvOortihe.s-e vou 
tNay, faid 1, [had ic in Lady Betty’s Chamber, that’: 
} >a plain Cafe. 
So Mary got me to Bed, and cover'd me up warm, 
bHowever, fhe ftole away my Garters, that I might do 
) my felf no Harm: 
So V tumbledand tofsd all Night, as you may very 
well think, | 
But hardly ever/fet my Eyes together, or flept a Wink. 
So 1 was dream’d ,methought, that we went and fearch’d 
the Folks round , 
}And in a corner of Mrs. Dake’s Box, ty’d in a Rag, the 
9) ‘Money. was found. . 
ASo next Morning we told Wbittle, and he fell a {wearing ; 
Then Mrs. Wadgar came, and fhe, you know, is thick 
o’ hearing: 
Dame, faid J, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 
what a Lofs I have had? 
Nay, faid the, my Lord * Collway’s Folks areall very fad. 
‘For my Lord + Dromedary comes a Tue(day without fail; 
‘Pugh! faid I, bur that’s not the Bufinefs I ail. tc 
Says Cary, fays he, I have been’a Servant this Five and 
} Twenty years, come Spring ; ft 
ie all the Places I liv’d, Inever heard of fuch a 
ring. 
Shs fays the Steward, when I was at my Lady Sérew/- : 
ury’s , im 
Such a thing as this happen’d juft about the time of, | 
Goosberries. “pret 
So I went to the Party fufpeéted, and found her full of | 
| Grief ; en 4 
Now you know, of all things in the World I hate : v/) 
Thief : re 
However,| was refolv’d to bring the Difcourfe {lily abou 
Mrs. Duke’s, faid 1, here’s an ugly Accident has happem2y, 
OUL ; ound, 


re eee 
fi en, 


comteme A 7 
ie 
te 
Ue 


7 


tead 


eres “prmeseree  STT 








eR 


* Gallaway, t Drog bda. 
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Thera eile Tvanie thie Moncey ruts Skips of of a a flaal 
Bat’ the thing I ftand upon, is the Credit of the Houfe; 
?Tis true, Seven pound, Four fhillings and Six pene 
makes a‘gteat Hole in-my Wages ; 
Befides, as they fay, Service is no loheninange 4 in the) 
Ages. 
Now ‘Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every Body eda : 
ftands, 
That the’’tis hard tojudge 
~ ‘Hands. 
aE ee Devil take me, faid ihe, bleffing het felf, if ever 
aw't | 
So fhe roar’d like a Bedlam, as tho’ L tag call'd her t| 
naughe’: 
So-you know, what could:! fay to hen any more, 
J ae left her, and came away as wifeas I ,was be 
ore. 
Well: But a they would have had me e gone to th: 
Cunning-\ “a 
No, faid I, is ‘hie fame thing, the Chaplain will b 
here anon. | 
So the Chaplain came in ; now the Servants fay, hey 
my Sweet-heart , 
j 
| 
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Becaufe’ he’s always i in my: Chamber, and:Lalways tak 
his Part: 

So, as the Devil would have it, before Iwas aware, ati} 

- | blunder’ d; 

f Parfon, faid 1, can you caft a Nativity, when a Body’| : 

Bai _ plunder’d ? : 

RB, Now you muft know, he hates to be call'd Parfon, lik, 

TS the Devil , 

D: Tyuly, faid he, Mrs. Wab, it might become you to b| 
‘ge. more civil: my) 

lf your Moncey be sated as a Learned Divine faysj 

Lc d’ye fee , 

“You are no Text for my handling, take that from me | 
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Das never taken for a Conjurer before, Pd nave you 


» to know: 

Dord, faid I, don’t be angry, fm fure [ never thought 

| you fo; 

Vou know I honour the Cloth, ! defign to be a Parfon’s 
, Wite, 

never took onein your Coat for a Conjurer in all my 
s Life: 

With that, he twifted his Girdle like a Rope, as who 
| fhould fay, 

Now you may go hang your {elf for me, and fo went 





| away. 

Well, I thought T fhould haye {wood :’ Lord, faid f, 

) what fhall Ido? 

} i have loft my Money, 

too. 

| Then my Lord call'd me; Harrss, faid my Lord, don’t 
cLy, 

Ill give fomething towards thy Lofs; a 
Lady, fo will 1. 

Oh but, faid 1, what if after all, my Chaplain wont 


come to? 
For that, he faid, (and’t pleafe your Excellencies) I rautt 


petition you. 


and hall lofe my Truc-Heve 





nd, fays my 


The Premiffes tenderly confider’d, 1 defite your Excel- 

lencies Prote&tight 
And that I may have fhare in next Sundays Col- 

~  le€tion: il % 

And over and above, that I may have yout Excellen- 
cies Letter, 

With an Order for the Chaplain aforefaid; of inftead 


of him a better: 
And then your poor Petitioner, both Night and Day, 


Or the Chaplain, for ’tis his Trade, as in Duty bound, 
fhall pray. 
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She rattled loud, and he impatient heard: 
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A N : 
Admirable RECIPE. 


Ifs Molly, a fam’d Toaft, was Fair and Young, _ 
M Had Wealth and Charms,—-but then the had a 


Tongue! 


From Morn to Night th’ Eternal Larum run, | 


high often loft thofe Hearts her Eyes had won. 
Jobe was {mitten, and confets'd his Flame, | 
pd out the ufial Time, then wed the Dame: | 
Poffefs'd he thought of ev’ry Joy of Life, . | 
But his dear Moly prov’d a Very Wife. | 
Excefs of Fondnefs did in, Time decline, 
Madam lov'd Money, and the Knight lov’d Wine. 
From whence fome petty Difcord would arile, 
As, You're a Fool; —and, You are mighty Wife! 
Tho’ he and all the World.allow'd her Wit, 
Her Voice was thrill, and rather loud than {weet. 
When fhe began, —for H¢ t andSword he'd call, 
Then, after afaint Kie/ eer, By, Dear Moll: 
Supper and Friends expe& me at the Rofe. 
And, what, Sir Fobn, You’l get youe ufuial Dofe ! 
Go, ftink of Smoak, and gufle nafty Wine, 
Sure, neves Virtuous Love was us’d like mine ! 
Oft, as the watchful -Belltnan march’d his Round, 
At a fseth Bottle gay Sir ¥o4n he found. 
By Four the Kyiggt would get his Bufinefs done, 
And only then reel’d off,— becaufe alone 5 
Fall i knew the dreadful Storm to come, 
But arm’d with Bourdeaux, he durft venture Home. 
My Lady with her Tongue was ftill prepar’d, 
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bis a fine Hour! Ina {weet Pickle made! 

‘And this, Sir Fobn, is ev'ry Day the Trade. 

“| Here I fit moping all the live-long Night, 
‘Devour'd with Spleen, and Stranger to Delight: 
sTill Morn fends ftaggering Home a Drunken Beaft; 
Refolv’d to break my Heart, as well as Rett. 

Hey! Hoop! d’ye hear my damn’d ob{trep’rous Sponfet 
What, can’t you find one Bed about the Houfe! 
Will that perpetual Clack lie never ftill! 

That Rival to the Softnefs of a Mill ! 
Some Couch and diftant Room muft be my Choice, 
Where I may fleep uncurs'd with Wife and Noife. 
Long this uncomfortable Life they led, 
With fnarling Meals, and each a feparate Bed. 
Loan old Uncle oft fhe would complain, 
pbes his Advice, and fcarce from Tears retrain ; 
POld Wifewood {moak’d the Mattet as it was, 

Cheer up, cry’d he! and Pll remove the Caute. 

A wond’rous Spring within my Garden flows, 

Of Sov’reign Virtue, chiefly to compofe * 

Domeftick Jarrs, and Matrimonial Strife, 

The beft Elixir t’appeafe Man‘and Wite; 

Strange are th’ Effeéts, the Qualities Divine, eet 

‘Tis Water calPd, but worthigs Weight ih Wine. ii 

If in his fullen Airs, Sir fon fhould come, 

Three Spoonfulstake,hold in your Mouth--then Mum: 

Smile, and look Pleasd, when he fhall Rage and Scold, 

Still in your Mouch@ffte Healing Cordial hold, 

One Month this SympatBetiek Med’cin try’d, \ 

He'll grow a Lover, youga Happy Bride. © va 

\ 





But deareft Neece keep this Grand, Secret clofe, 
Or ev’ry pratling Huffy’l beg a Dofe. «© = ** 
A Water-Bottle’s brought for her Relief, Hh 
Not Nants could fooner eafe the Lady’s Grief : vf 
Her bufy Thoughts are on the Tryal bent, »¢- | 
And Female-like, impatient for th’ Event. 
: The Bounty Knight reels Home exceeding clear, 
Prepar’d for Clamour, ggd Domelftick War. 
F: | hie Entring, 
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(14) | 
Entting, he cries,— Hey ! Where's out Thunder fled! 
No Hurricane! Betty’s your Lady dead! 4 
Madam, afide, an ample Mouthful takes, 
Curt’fy’s, looks Kind, but nota Word the {peaks - 
Wond'ring, he ftar’d, {carcely his Eyes beliey’d, 
But found his Ears agreeably deceiv'd, : ad 
Why, How now, Molly, What's the Crotchet now? | 
She fmiles, and anfwers only withaBow, > 
Then clafping her about, Why, let me Dye : 
Thefe Nightclothes, Adol/, become thee mightily ! 
With that, he figh’d, her Hand began to prefs, 
Aind Betty calls her Lady to undrefs. 
Nay, kifs me, Atoly, for Pm much inclin’d. 
Her Lace the cuts to take him ‘ia the Mind, 
hus the Fond Pair to Bed enamour’d went, 
The Lady pleasd, and the good Knight content. 
For many Days thefe Fond Endearments pafs'd, 
The Reconciling Bottle fails ‘at laft ; 
*Fwasus’d and gone,—Then Midnight Storms arofe, 
find Ldbks and Words, the Union difcompofe. 
* wlerCoach is order’d, and Poft-hafte the flies: 
To beg dear Uncle for fome freth Supplies’ 
* Tranfported does the ftrange Effects relate, 
Her: Knight’s Converfions and her happy State! 
Why, Neece, fays he,—'T prithee apprehend, 
The Water’s Water,— Be thy felf thy Friend ; 
Such Beauty would the’ coldeft Husband warm, 
But your provoking Tongu pnd she Charm: 
Be filent, and complyings "You'll oon find, 
Sir Jobs, “without a Med’cing will be kind: 
¥ <i AE 
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Poft feript. 
In Martiage are Two happy, T hings allow’d, 
A Wife in Wedding-Sheets, ‘and in a Shrowd. 
How can.a Marriage-State thea be accursd, 
Since the Laft Day’s as happy asthe Firft, 
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A N 
ODE upon SOLITUDE. 


| Le 
| Ail, Sacred Solitude! from this calm Bay, 
| I view the World’s Tempeftuous Sea; 
| And with wife Pride defpife 
All thofe fenfelefs Vanities : 

|. With Pity mov’d for others, caft away ae 

‘On Rocks of Hopes and Fears, I fee’em tofv'd a) 

On Rocks of Folly, and of Vice I fee ’em loft: ; 

Some the prevailing Malice of the Great, 
| Unhappy Men, or Adverfe Fate, 

Sunk deep mto the Gulphs of an affli&ed State. a Se 
But more, far more, a numbertlefs prodigious Train, 
Whilft Virtue courts ’em, bur alas in vain, 

Fly from her kind embracing Arms, 

_ Deaf to her fondeft Call, blind to her greateft Charms, 
And funk in Pleafures, and in brutifh Eafe, 

. They in their Shipwreck’d State themfelyes obdurate 
| pleafe. “ 


' Hail, Sacred Solitude, Soul of my Soul; 
ft is by thee I truly live, Wt 
(hou do’ft me better Life, and nobler V igor give ; Vy 
| _ Doteach unruly Appetite controul: \ 

_ Thy conftant Quiet fills my peaceful Breatt, i 
~ With unmix’d Joy, uninterrupted Reft. j 
Prefuming Love does ne’er invade 2 
_. . This private Solitary Shade, 7 
And with fantaftick Wounds, by Beauty made ; § 


The 
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( 16 } | 
The Joy has no Allay of Jealoufy, Hope, and Fear, 
‘The folid Comforts of this happy Sphere 579 ¢-« » g, 
Yet I exalted Love admire, oe 
Friendfhip, abhorring fordid Gain, 
‘And purified from Luft’s dithoneft Stain - 
Nor is it for my Solitude unfit, 
For Il am with my Friend alone, 
As if we were but one; 
*Tis the polluted Love that multiplies, 
Buc Friendfhip does two Souls in one comprife. 


Id. 


Here in a full and conftant Tide doth flow 
| All Bleffings Man can hope to know ; 
| Here in a deep Recefs of Thought we find ° | 
Pleafures which entertain, and which exalt the Mind; } 
Pleafures which do from Friendfhip and from Knowe| 
ledge rife, | 
Which*make us happy, as they make us wife. 
Here may J always on this downy Grafs, 
* sUnfeen, unknown, my eafy Minutes pafs; 
; 2Till-with a gentle Force Vitorious Death 
. My Soktude invade | 
‘And ftopping for a-while my Breath, 
With Eafe convey me to a better Shade. 
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